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"Can you see them?"

"Two of them just went inside the warehouse, the smaller guy is standing outside by the vehicle and lighting a cigarette."

"Alright, I'm moving a bit closer," said Brandy. In the dark of the moonless night she hurried across the driveway to a better vantage point. "I see the driver, what we need is eyes on the inside."

"I'll enter the building from the south and make my way towards their location," said Agent Spencer.

"I see they have met up with our two mystery Chinese men," responded Special Agent in Charge, Brandy Walker.

"Do we go even if we don't see any bomb materials?" asked Agent Blair.

"Negative, this whole exercise is to catch them with the goods, otherwise their lawyers will say they were just organizing a birthday party," said Brandy.

________________________________________

"Think she will like it?"

"On one hand yes for the labor we did for her but, on the other not so much. It'll just remind her she is a year older," chuckled Walker.

"Well the chocolate fudge cake is all ready. The wine is chilled the way she likes it. The pasta primavera with shrimp and lobster will be all set for when she walks through the front door," smiled Emily.

"Oh, don't forget the garlic bread and fresh grated parmesan cheese," added Walker.

"It's all in hand," smiled Emily.

As they poured out two glasses of wine to pass the time, Walker's cell phone rang. "Hey Bill, we are waiting for our birthday girl to get home."

"You might want to put it all on ice for now," said McBride.

"What the hell..."

"Sorry Ed, Brandy has been shot. She is in guarded condition at Dominion Hospital."

"Fuck, ok we are on our way," said Walker ending the call.

"What's up dad?"

"Brandy has been shot, let's move it," shouted Walker grabbing the keys to his SUV and practically running out the rear door of the house.

"What the hell happened?" asked Emily as Walker flew across town, rolling stops signs and rushing through amber lights.

"Don't have any details other than she was on assignment at some warehouse when it went down."

"Damn it!" exclaimed Emily with anger and fear rising in her voice.

With the small ER lot full, Ed pulled up onto a curb and left his vehicle parked on some grass. As they hurried across the driveway a security guard yelled. "Hey, you can’t park there!"

Walker flashed his old detective badge. "My wife has been shot on the job, get out of my fucking way or you'll need some medical attention also," sneered Walker as he pushed past the dumbfounded guard.

Rushing into the Emergency Room entrance they stopped at the nearest desk with someone sitting behind it. "Sorry sir, but you'll have to wait your turn," said a clerk rather snottily.

"I just love how they always think that they are doing you a big favor by talking to you." Walker flashed his retired detective badge. "My wife is an FBI agent and has been shot. Brandy Walker, where the hell is she?"

"I don’t see her in the system, she must not have been logged in as yet. Take a seat and I will call you when I find out some information."

Emily had found the entrance to the triage and treatment area. "In here!" she shouted across the ER waiting room.

Another security guard blocked the entrance. "You can't go in there," he said.

Walker took out his 38 pistol from its holster. "Don’t make me shoot you in the fucking leg son. The minimum wage they pay you guys, just ain't worth it," said Walker sternly.

The guard moved out of the way. Walker holstered his pistol as they hurried into the large ward. They spotted Police Chief Bill McBride. "Bill!" shouted Walker.

Walker and Emily hustled to the bed where Brandy was being treated. "She will be fine, she caught one in the leg and it went clean through. They were worried because she lost a lot of blood. As she was pouring out blood from her wound, she still tried to find out the condition of her team members," explained McBride.

"What the hell went down?" asked Emily.

"They were watching a meet up at a warehouse of suspected terrorists apparently planning a bomb to go off somewhere in our city. They needed to catch them in the act with the bomb materials and figured the meeting was to pick up the goods from these two new players. One of the agents snuck inside the warehouse. In the dark he didn’t see something on the floor, tripped and fell. They shot him dead. Then all hell broke loose."

"Brandy was outside when it happened?" asked Walker.

"Yes, with two other agents. Suddenly a big blacked out SUV appears and four guys all dressed in black like some CIA movie, get out with automatic weapons and start spraying the place, while the guys inside made their escape. Brandy got caught in the crossfire," said Bill.

"How are the other agents that were outside with Brandy?" asked Emily.

"One died on route to the hospital, the other was treated for a shoulder wound and was released to his wife. With a total of two dead FBI agents, I'm expecting federal cops to pop up here any minute," groaned McBride.

Brandy moaned. "Hey you, I guess you really didn’t want your birthday dinner," smirked Walker as his wife grinned with eyes half closed.

"Let me guess, you and Em did a whole bunch of food prep."

"A little," chuckled Emily.

"Well get me out of this nest of germs, I am starving," said Brandy.

"You are not going anywhere young lady," said the ER attending doctor pushing his way past McBride, Walker and Emily.

"You don't want to bet your medical license on it do you Doc?" said Brandy sitting up in the bed.

"You have been shot!" insisted the Doctor.

"Yes, and it is not the first time. Now sign me out of this infectious dump before I have your tax returns audited."

Two hours later Walker, Emily and Brandy sat in their dining room enjoying all of Emily's hard work spent on making dinner, not to mention the homemade birthday cake. As they were sipping wine out on the front porch Walker lit a cigarette and glanced over at his wife. "You know Bill's call scared the shit out of me. It was rough when I heard you had been shot."

"I know and as I was bouncing along in that shitbox on wheels they call an ambulance, I kept asking myself do I still want to do this job after all these years. I have been thinking about it a lot lately."

"Sounds ominous," smirked Emily.

"As an ex-cop, I know that look," said Walker softly.

"Oh yeah, and what look is that?" smiled Brandy.

"The why am I doing this shit everyday for, look."

"You were right, as usual. I think it is time to pull the plug, as they say."

"What, join us?" smiled Emily.

"Well I sure as hell ain't going to be doing housecleaning and cooking everyday," laughed Brandy.

"If you take retirement, we can still get some FBI consultant work?" asked Walker.

"Yes, not a problem. In fact, more than we can handle. With all the budget reductions they have cut back on hiring. They would rather go to trusted outside consultants, no benefits or pension to pay out. Today everyone is outsourcing in one way or another," said Brandy.

"Well I ain't giving up my desk chair, I just got it adjusted to where it is tolerable," chuckled Emily.

"As a matter of fact, if we are going to have three people in that tiny office, I think it might be time for some remodeling," said Walker.

"Holy cow, did he just say we are going to upgrade another part of his museum house," chortled Emily.

"I think he did Em. After allowing us to redo his antique kitchen, I guessed that was the end of modernizing for Mr. Edward Walker," laughed Brandy.

"Where would you steal the space from?" asked Emily.

"Well having the back deck is nice but we almost never use it. The front porch has always been my favorite. It’s the main reason I bought this house. In the rear there is already a door and windows so we can just open up a large section of the back wall and rip out the deck. Then enclose the entire thing. The AC vents and returns are in the ceiling as it was obviously a retrofit several years back. It would be sufficient to cool the small extension space."

"Do we need to extend the heat?" asked Brandy.

"As it will be an outside wall we are going to have to," said Walker.

"Sounds expensive," said Emily.

"Not too bad, I know plenty of guys who will help us out, Besides, we have to welcome our newest partner," smiled Walker.

"I'll try my best not to let you guys down. I want to be one of the three best private detectives around," said Brandy holding up her wine glass in a toast.

"I just saw you wince a bit. Admit it, that leg is giving you hell," said Walker.

"Perhaps a tiny bit," grimaced Brandy.

"Come on Emily, let's get the wounded warrior up to bed."

_______________________________________________

"What the hell happened?"

"We didn’t spot them until it was almost too late. We knew we were being shadowed but didn’t figure it to be the FBI."

"We are a combat experienced team and you guys didn't see the fucking FBI was tailing us. Now we are going to have FBI agents crawling everywhere looking for us. I can't believe you let that one bitch live."

"Sorry, want us to find her?"

"No, she doesn’t know who we are right now, but sooner or later she has to go because she knows our faces," said Giovanni.

"Other than black operations for the military and our mercenary jobs, there is no record of us. We are ghosts," said Blackman.

"Sooner or later she will put a name to our faces. For now, we keep on schedule. Send McGreevy to find her."

_______________________________________________

"Can't believe how much work they got done in just ten days," remarked Brandy as she surveyed the new office addition.

"Yeah they are moving along at a pretty good pace," said Walker.

"Remarkable considering Emily is almost glued to the sheet rock guy."

"What guy?"

"You the great detective doesn't even notice when your daughter is in love," grinned Brandy.

"Come on, love."

"Well a severe case of likes then," chuckled Brandy.

"Who likes who?" asked Emily walking into the newly expanded office space.

"Brandy is planning your wedding with this sheetrock guy," smirked Walker.

"Ya never know," grinned Emily turning beet red in the face.

"Details Missy, details," huffed Walker.

"I don’t share intimacies with my father," retorted Emily.

"Give it up Em, his background, that's what we do, you must have his details by now."

"Danny Fords, high school grad, has been doing sheetrock and carpentry work for over five years. Not much to elaborate on," said Emily.

"So, is it getting serious?" asked Brandy.

"What's with the third-degree FBI lady. It's only been three dates."

"Well let us know if we have to pick out china patterns," chortled Walker.

"Sorry old man, no one does that stuff anymore," said Emily.

"Thank goodness, always thought it was pretty stupid to have really expensive chinaware sitting in a hutch and silverware in a draw for one or two holiday dinners a year," said Walker.

"Well I have to drive to D.C. for a meeting. Don’t wait dinner. I'll be wiped out by the time I get back, probably after 8 PM," said Brandy kissing her husband goodbye.

"Knock them dead honey," smiled Walker as Brandy walked towards the front door with a slight limp.

"What are you up to today?" asked Emily.

"I'm looking at a ten-year-old case about a missing little girl. Connie Betts. She had just turned ten when she disappeared while on a family camping trip. Just vanished in the middle of the night."

"Why now all of a sudden?"

"As you know I've done several dozen cold case missing child cases. There are always a couple of dozen on my computer. If anything is added to a file at the police department, I get an email They don’t have the resources to look into most of the hundreds of cold cases, which also includes adults. So, they are more than happy to pass on an alert to me when any new evidence is found," explained Walker.

"You mean because the Chief of Police is your best friend, ex-partner and your wife's Uncle."

"I'll admit, that does not hurt the situation," chuckled Walker.

"What new stuff was added to the case file?" asked Emily.

"Some campers up in the same state park where she vanished found something while they were there last month. It is a bit macabre but the location has become a bit of a ghost story. People like to camp at the exact spot where little Connie went missing. Sort of like a dare of sorts, I guess. Can you make it through the night or will the little girl come for you while you are asleep. Boo, the ghost walks in the darkness. You know, spooky camp fire stories."

"Some people need to get a life," smirked Emily.

"Well in this case it turned out to be worth it. They found a pink barrette just like the one the little girl was photographed as wearing during the camping trip. As it turned out it was buried in a plastic zip bag underneath some brush. In addition, there was a little gold cross with broken chain. Turns out they were able to match the DNA to Connie Betts."

"Son of a gun, so they may have found the spot where she disappeared."

"More than likely met up with her assailant. I'm going to make the two-hour drive to the state park and check out the old camping area," said Walker.

"Want company?"

"Are you sure you can stand to be away from Danny for that long?"

"Nothing will ever come between you and me. You get that old man?"

"Thanks kiddo," smiled Walker hugging his adopted daughter.

_______________________________________

"Brandy, nice to see you once again."

"Senator Ricksen, I was not expecting to see you. All I knew was high-level FBI official."

"Tellman will join us shortly. I figured to reveal to you some things that might hurt his ego and pride upfront."

"Sounds intriguing," smiled Brandy taking a seat.

"It is both diabolical and repulsive. As you are aware, we have a President that should never have been elected. The man has the IQ of fruit. Fortunately, his days are numbered. That is, if the people of this country can remember to use their brains and vote the son of a bitch out of office. Either way it is a long time before we finally see the back of him. He has seen fit to use federal troops in various cities around the country reminiscent of a tin-horned dictator," said Ricksen.

"Already I am uncomfortable," muttered Brandy.

"To make matters worse, the Homeland Security troops he has dispatched, against the protests of Governors and Mayors, are suspected to have sinister objectives."

"This is where my husband would say 'Let me guess', you want me to infiltrate these platoons, to find out what is really going on," said Brandy.

"In a word, yes."

"You understand I am no longer an FBI agent."

"I am aware of your situation," said Ricksen.

There was a knock on the outer office door and in walked George Tellman, Assistant Deputy Director FBI. "I assume you started without me?"

"I know how sensitive you are regarding all law enforcement," remarked Ricksen.

"I do it by the book, that is what I know, but if there are any federal troops in a city who are needlessly harassing citizens, then I will most assuredly want it to stop," said Tellman.

"That brings up several interesting questions," said Brandy.

"Such as?"

"If I find illegal operations on the part of these federal troops, how is the, no offense intended, A.D.D. FBI going to make it stop. We are talking Homeland Security, not FBI personnel," said Brandy.

"Between the Senator and myself we are sure we can take appropriate action," said Tellman.

"I don’t mean to be a pain in the ass, but as a civilian now, I can be of course. From what I have been able to ascertain in the media and from friends still on the job, these troops are violating civil rights every day."

"What would you have us do?" asked Ricksen.

"I believe some of these scared little bunny Governors need to call out their National Guard units and surround these federal troops. Load their asses on a bus which takes them to Washington D.C. and drops them off in front of the White House," said Brandy.

"That would be a pretty sight," laughed Ricksen.

"Can you do the job?" asked Tellman.

"I will have to talk to my husband about it. It is not just a regular assignment where I'm tracking the bad guys. This is deep undercover and I run a very real risk of ending up dead," replied Brandy.

"I thought you were always the smart, tough, independent woman," sneered Tellman.

"Really, you are going there, you misogynist jerk. Whether or not I am a woman or a man does not enter into the equation. I have a family now and their feelings count with me. Besides even if I were still single, I'd be wary of this assignment. If these misfits are as Neanderthal as I believe they are, they'd put a bullet in my back so fast it'd make your head spin. So, sorry Senator, I don't want the assignment and I refuse to work with this asshole," said Brandy getting to her feet and walking out of the office.

The next morning after relaying events, "Way to go Brandy!" shouted Emily giving her a high five.

"You were one hundred percent right. Tellman is an asshole and you would be dead in ten minutes or less if they figured out your game," winced Walker.

"So, while I was having such a good day, what did you guys get up to?"

"Old missing little girl case has new evidence, so we took a ride to the scene. We got rained out so we are trying it again today," explained Walker.

"You mean Emily was apart from her new squeeze for an entire day?" joked Brandy.

"I saw him last night, if you must know," replied Emily.

"Mind if I tag along today?" asked Brandy.

"The more the merrier," grinned Walker.

After breakfast the trio headed to the state park. After parking they walked for about fifteen minutes until they found the campsite. "What are we looking for?" asked Emily.

"No idea, let's see if we can follow the statement from the parents," said Walker taking out copies of the case paperwork he had obtained from his old police department.

"Where were they camped?" asked Brandy.

"Based on the case notes it would have been about this area by the clump of trees. The parents had a two-person tent back to the river, with the son Thomas facing the parents over on the left and Connie's tent on the right. I guess they wanted to see if any of the kids went towards the river without one of them accompanying them," said Walker.

"So where was the barrette and cross found?" asked Emily.

"Looks like under that brush along the river's edge."

"I ain't getting a good feeling about this," remarked Brandy.

"I know what you mean. How did the little girl get past her parents, wander over by the river and lose her belongings way over there, just a bit strange. I mean, if she stumbled and fell down the embankment into the river, how the hell did her cross and hair thing end up off of her body and under a bush in a plastic bag," said Walker.

"Obviously someone put it there after they, what? Killed her? Pushed her?" said Emily.

"I'd hate to but can we talk to the parents?" asked Brandy.

"No, mother died about a year later after suffering a major breakdown. The father was on his way to drinking himself to death but his car running into a tree hurried the process."

"What about the brother?" asked Emily.

"That could be a problem as Thomas Betts appears to have fallen off the planet. Has not been seen or heard of for many years now. He was
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